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Vpon the hatches thence we loolct toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand fcarefull times. 

During the wars of Yorke andLancafter: 

That had befallen vs, as we pa£t along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the hatches: 

Me thought that Glocefter ftumbled. and in tumbling. 
Stroke me that thought to ftay him ouer board, 

Into the tumbling billowcs of the mainc. 

Lord. Lord, me thooght what paine it was to drowne. 
Whatdreadfiiil noife of waters in my eares, 

What vgly fights ofdeath within my eies: 

Me thought 1 fawe a thoufand fcarefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand men, thatfifhes gnawed vpon. 

Wedges ofgold, great anchors, heapes ofpcarle, 

Inc (tunable ftones,vnualucdIewcls, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs, and in thole holes, ,.V3 

Where eies did once inhabite, there were crept 
As twere in fcorne of eies reflecting gems. 

Which woed theflimy bottome of the deepe. 


And mockt the dead bones that lay Mattered by/ 
Broki Had you fuch leifure inthe time of death, 
To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe? 

CUr. Me thought I had. for flill the enuious Aloud 
Kept in my foule, and would not let it fooith, 
Tofeeke the emptie vaft land wandering aire. 

But finothered it within my panting bulke. 

Which almofl burft to belch it in thefca, 

Brok^ Awakt you not with this fore agony. 

C/a. O no, my dreatnc was lengthned after life. 

O then began the tempeft to ray foule. 

Who pa ft me thought the melancholy tloud, 

W ith that grim fernman. which Poets write of t 
Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night: 

The fir ft that there did greet my ft ranger foule. 

Was my great father in law renowmen Warwicke, 
Who cried alovvd what foourge for periury. 

Can this dark c monarchy affoord falfo Clarence, 
And fo he vanilbt, then came wandring by, 


10 


lljli 

20 











tf Rkkarci the third* 

A ftacfovr like an angettin bright hairc, ; V 
Dablcd in bloud, and hcfquakt out alowd, ' 

Clarence is come, falfo. fleeting, periurd Clarence, 

That ftabd me in the field by Teuxbery: 

Seaze on him furies,' take him to your torments,/ 

With that nae thoughts a legion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about, and howled in mine cares 
Such hideous cries, that with thevery noife 
I trembling, wakt. and for a foafonafter 
Could not beleeuc but that Iwas inhcli, 

Such terrible impreffion made the drearae. i . vJ 
Ero. No marueile my Lo: though it afftightedyou, 
Ipromifeiyou, I am afiaid.co.heare,you tell it. 

C/a, O Brokenburv Ihauc done thofc things. 

Which nowbcarc euidfniieagainft ray foule 
ForEdwardsfake, andfoe how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper ftaybyrac^ 

My fou'e is hcauy,and I faine would fleepe. 

Trt . Iwill mv Lo: God giue your Grace good reft, 
Sorrowe breafce leafons. and repofing bowers 
Makes tlie night meaning, and the noonetide night. 
Princes haue but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour,for an inward toile. 

And for vnfclt imagination, 

They often feeic a world of reftlcfle cares: 

So that betvvixttheir titlesandtlowe names. 

There* nothing differs butthe outwatdfamc, • >: 

The mmtherers enter. 

In Gods name what are-you.aiuf ho w came you hither? 
Exeat, I would fpcake with Clarence, and I came hither 
Bro. Yea; are you fobriefoi. (on my legs. 

2 Exe. Ofir, it is better to be briefe then tedious, 

Shew him our commrsfion, talke no more. He readeth it. 

Bro. I am irt this commanded to deliuer m v 

Thenoble Duke of Clarence to your hand*, 

I will not reafon whatb rncanthereby, . » - 

Bccaufe I vVilbc guiltles of the meaning: 

Here arc-thc kcics, these fits the Duke ailccpe, 
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